I2O                      THOMAS    RANDOLPH            1605-1635
There from the tree We'll cherries pluck; and pick the strawberry;
And every day Go see the wholesome country girls make hay,
Whose brown hath lovelier grace
Than any painted face
That I do know
Hyde Park can show.
Where I had rather gain a kiss, than meet (Though some of them in greater state
Might court my love with plate) The beauties of the Cheap, and wives of Lombard Street.
But think upon Some other pleasures; these to me are none.
Why do I prate Of women, that are things against my fate?
I never mean to wed
That torture to my bed:
My Muse is she
My Love shall be.
Let clowns get wealth, and heirs; when I am gone, And the great bugbear, grisly Death,
Shall take this idle breath, If I a poem leave, that poem is my son.
Of this, no more! We'll rather taste the bright Pomona's store.
No fruit shall 'scape Our palates, from the damson to the grape.
Then, full, we'll seek a shade,
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